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One 


Author's Notes: 
Nd say blame Andy but all she said was angels and my mind went of on a rabid crackbunny ride. Love to know 


what you think. ;) 


"Where the fuck are we?" 

"No bludi idea." 

‘Its awfully bright 

"Davey, stop fucking smiling, even your teeth are pearly." 
"Ade, you may have hit on it" 


"Janick, what are you talking about?" 


"Oi lads, | think we're in Heaven!" 

"What?" 

Nicko was beaming, in fact he looked almost.. radian? "Heaven" 
Steve snorted. "Wot the fuck are we doin’ in ‘Eaven?" 


The voice came from all around them, the six ducking as they darted glances around the white room. And it 


was indeed white; the walls, the floor, the furniture that looked like little puffy clouds... 
"Language, Mr. Harris, language." 
Steve's eyebrows shot up. "Oo the fuck are you?" 


A man appeared before them, sending the lads into a tight huddle. "I will be your guide. My name is 


Fasajioaoiroah, but you can call me Fred" 


"Fred?" Bruce separated himself from the rest, planting his feet and crossing his arms, glaring at him. "Right, 


so Fred, where are we, how did we get here and how in the bloody hell do we get back?" 

"Oh, not the 'H word! We never use that here!" 

"Right, Fred, woteffer. Now answer the bleedin’ questions. Last fing | remember we was playin’ Paschendale 
"The roof fell on you." 

"What?" 

Fred winced. He knew they were a band, but a loud six part harmony was unexpected. "Well, actually, it hasn't 
hit you. Yet. You're being given the chance to right the error of your ways. If you succeed in your task, you'll 
live. If not, well, let's just say this is a temporary stop." 


“Error of our ways?" Bruce waved a hand. "What error?" 


Fred pulled out a rolled paper, holding onto one end and flicking his wrist, sending the rest rolling across the 
floor. The six watched it unroll, going on and on and on and on... 


Fred smiled. "I'll just read a few, shall |?" 


Six audible swallows were heard. 


"Bludi ‘ell, we did all that?" Steve peered at the paper, trying to read what was listed. 

"Again, the 'H word! Although in your case the ‘Ht seems to have gone missing" Fred cleared his throat, pulling 
a pair of spectacles from his pocket and putting them on "And no, this is Mr. Dickinson's list. | have the others 
in my pocket." 


Adrian whistled. "I knew you had a few bits here and there, Bruce, but damn!" 


"Really! | must insist that you watch your language! The..uh.Boss doesn't like it!" Shaking the paper, Fred raised 
his eyebrows. "Now, if | may?" 


Bruce snickered. "Sure, this I've got to hear." 


And Fred began. Drinking to excess, debauchery, lewd behavior, fornication, adultery, premarital sex, sodomy, 


beastiality... 

Beastiality?" Five pairs of eyes stared at him. 

Bruce blushed. "Not me, it was a party and there was a dancing girl and a donkey... 
"You were still a part of it Mr. Dickinson, therefore it counts on your list. Now, where was |?" 
Bruce snatched the list, crumpling it up into a ball. "That's enough!" 

"| could read someone else's?" 

"No, it's fine, we got it” 

"No, | fink we're good wif it" 

"No, umm, that's ok." 

Davey grinned. "ld kind of like to see mine." 

Adrian rolled his eyes. "You would." 


Fred reached in his pocket and pulled out five more scrolls, handing one to each of them. "You may look when 


you have the time. Right now you need to follow me." 
"Where are we going?" 


"To get your assignment, Mr. Dickinson. And to meet the boss." 


"Boss? You mean..2" 

Fred sighed. "Not that Boss, my boss. Small ‘b'" 

Still shaking their heads and wondering when - or if - they'd wake up, they followed Fred. 
To see the boss. 

Small ‘b’. 


Fred led them down a maze of white corridors, turning left here and right there until they all would have 
sworn they were back in the same room they had started from except this one was full of hustle and bustle, 
men and women working at desks or carrying papers to and fro. Stopping in front of a door, he motioned them 
to have a seat, tapping on it and then slipping inside. 

Davey made a flying leap at one of the puffy couches, laughing as he sank into it. "It feels like a marshmallow!" 


Janick sat down carefully, grinning as he was slowly enfolded in the cushions. "Or a cloud." 


Steve walked away, his expression thoughtful. Bruce wandered over to join him, keeping his voice down as he 
spoke. "Do you think one of us is dreaming this?" 


"| don't know. | bleedin’ well ‘ope so." 
‘lm not ready to die, Harry.” 


"You fink | am? | don't fink any of them ‘ave realized that if we're dead, we're dead. No more kids, no more life, 


no more Maiden..." 

"No more sex...” 

Steve threw his hands up. "Get yer mind offa the sex, Bruce. And fer fuck's sake..a donkey?" 

Bruce grinned. "Oh but Harry, you should have seen it. Do you have any idea how big a donkey's di... 
"Gentleman!" Fred had emerged from the room and was beckoning them over. "The boss will see you now." 


Adrian had to pull Davey up from the couch, Nicko lending Janick a hand then all six trooped behind Fred in to 
see the boss. Small ‘b’. 


The first look set them all back on their heels. 


He was huge. 
Now, right, when most of you are kind of shortarsed, it doesn’t take much to be huge. 
But he was Auge. 


Nine, maybe ten feet tall, long white robes, flowing grizzled grey beard and saints be damned if he didn't have 


wings. 
Wings that rustled and moved continuously. 

And his eyes. 

Piercing was an understatement, grey as his beard and none too happy looking. 

Fred was noticeably nervous, shifting from foot to foot and twisting his hands. "Uh, boss, this is Iron Maiden" 
"Iron Maidens?" 

Steve bristled. "No, not bludi Iron Maidens, Iron Maiden" 

"Touchy little fellow, aren't you?" 

"Little? ‘Oo you callin’ little?" 

‘I'm sorry, is that some sort of a speech impediment? Let me correct that for you." The man -- angel, 
whatever -- waved his hand. Steve felt a strange tingle in his throat, his hand flying up to his neck as he 
staggered back a step. 

"Cor, mate, what did you do to me throat?" 

Bruce grabbed his arm. "Harry? Are you alright?" 

"Yeah, | think so Bruce." 

"You what?" Bruce's eyes were nearly popping from their sockets. "Harry, say thanks." 

"Thanks." 

Davey and Adrian exchanged glances. Davey snickered. "Harry, say how's things at the hotel?" 


Steve looked at him like he was complete nutter. "How's things at the hotel?" 


The other five cracked up. 

Steve rolled his eyes. "Bunch of bloody nutters, y'know?" 

"You can't hear it?" Janick wheezed, holding onto Nicko for dear life. 
"Hear what?" 

Nicko wiped his eyes. "Your 'h's are back" 

Steve snorted. "Right. Whatever." 

"His ‘v's as welll" Bruce slapped him on the back. “Talking all posh now!" 
"Shut the hell up, all of you." 

A crash of thunder sent Fred and the man behind the desk under it. 


The Maiden boys looked around, trying to figure where the noise had come from, their ears ringing worse than 


they ever had after a two hour set. 


Peering out with a scowl on his face, the big man shook his head. "The Boss frowns upon use of the ‘H word. | 


would have thought Fred told you that.” 
Steve gave him a sheepish grin. "He did, but | forgot." 


"Well, bloody he...” Bruce stopped, wincing. "Er, bloody heck, don't forget again" Peering round again, he shrugged. 
"Sorry, Boss." 


The big man sighed. "This is going to end up giving me a headache." 


Fred fluttered around him. "Oh, no, no headache boss! Last time you had a headache there was that big fight 
with the Boss and he got so mad he..." Fred glanced over at the stunned band. "Well, let's just say it wasn't 


pretty.” 
"He gets mad?" Nicko shook his head. "I woulda thought he was above that" 


"Of course he gets mad! Just because he's kind and benevolent most of the time doesn't mean he doesn't have 


emotions.” 


Bruce rubbed his forehead. "Now /have a headache." 


"Enough of the foolish chatter, sit down" 

A couch suddenly appeared behind them, the bench seat long enough for all six to sit comfortably. A small 
doubt niggled in the back of Steve's mind; none of them had even questioned the arrival of the furniture from 
seeming midair, instead just plopping down like it had been there all along. The feeling of being watched made 
him turn his head to meet amused grey eyes. 

| might have to keep an eye on you." 

Steve blushed, studying his shoes. 

"Well, lets get to what you're here for and get you on the job. First of all, my name is Peter and | will." 

"Saint Peter?" Nicko was sitting straight up, grinning like a loon 

"Yes, now if you don't mind, no more interruptions, please. Now, because you have done some good in your lives 
you are being given the chance to balance the scales a bit more in your favor. You've all been given the lists 
of your sins?" Peter looked up, waiting until the nodded before continuing. "Good. You are currently in limbo. 
There was a roof collapse and they are trying to reach you. If you succeed in your mission, you will be sent 
back with a much better chance of ending up here. If you fail, or choose not to accept it, you will be sent back 
but will be sent to a much different place when the time comes. Do you understand this so far?" Again he 
looked up, waiting for the nods. 

Davey didn't nod. He just frowned. 

Peter sighed. "ls there a problem, Mr. ah..." Canting his head over at Fred, he waited. 

"Murray, Dave Murray.” 

"Right, indeed, Mr. Murray. Is there a problem?" 

Davey shook his head. "More of a question’ 

"If you could hold all questions until the end, please?" At Davey's grin, he managed a pained smile in return. 
"Now, there is a child. And no, this is not one you know. Nor is he the creation of any of you." Six audible sighs 
of relief made Peter roll his eyes. "He is..special to us and it is important that he turn out to be of good 
character and realizing all his potential." 

“Sounds like a bloody military campaign" 


"Do you not wish the same for your children?" 


Bruce squirmed, uncomfortable under the glare. "Well, yes, of course." 


"Then do not mock that we wish the same for all of ours. Now, he is at a crossroads. And he needs guidance. 


Your job will be to keep him out of trouble until a certain crisis is past" 

Steve shrugged. "| have six of me own, shouldn't be too hard" 

Adrian snickered. "| still can't get over the way he's talking," 

Janick elbowed Adrian in the ribs. "But it can't be that simple." 

"It isn't. No one, except him, will know you're there. They won't be able to see you or hear you." 

"And if we say no?" 

"We return you to your bodies and you make your way down the path you currently travel" 

"How long do we have to do this?" 

"Thirty six hours. | take it you are the leader of this group?" 

Steve snorted, eyeing Bruce. "He bloody wishes." 

"Let's do it!" Nicko clapped his hands, grinning at the groans from the rest. "Oh come now, lads! Chance to 
change someone's life for the better and all that rot? We make a difference with lots of kids that we never 
know about, and here's the chance to see it happen" 

Davey nodded. "Nicko's right. I'm in" 

Janick grinned. "Me too." 

Adrian sighed, scratching his chin. "Right, so am |." 

Bruce nudged Steve. "Come on, Harry, what have we got to lose?" 

Steve sighed. "Fine, we'll do it." 

Peter smiled, holding out his hands. "Gentlemen, you have made the right decision Now, Fred will take you and 
show you the dossier on your charge and get you started. Time is of the essence here, so no dawdling.” 
Getting to his feet, Peter gave them a short bow. "Now, if you will excuse me, | must go let the Boss know 


the outcome of our meeting." 


Bruce tilted his head, a quizzical frown on his face. "Doesn't he know everything?" 


Peter snorted. "We do still have some privacy." 


"Doesn't seem to matter when there's sex or donkeys involved," Bruce muttered as he followed Fred and the 


rest from the room. 

Fred, | still have a question" 

"Ask away, Mr. Murray, just please keep moving while you do, we have so litle time before..." 
"Why us?" 

"Because it was your turn" 

"Our turn?" 


"Yes. You aren't the first ones that have done this. We actually wanted you about seven years ago but that 
person you had with you then just was not suitable." 


Bruce snickered. "You mean Blaze." 

"Oh bloody hell not that." 

People dove under desks, Fred barely getting his hands over his ears before the clap of thunder sent them all 
to the floor, the room shaking violently. With a resigned sigh, Fred looked at Steve. "You really need to stop 
that." 


Feeling the glares from everyone, Steve blushed. "Sorry." 


Deciding to keep his mouth shut and head down until they were out of there, Steve did his best to ignore the 
glares as they left the room behind Fred, 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
| love my twisted muses—really | do. 


The six found themselves rather rudely deposited on a street corner in a place they didn't recognize. It was 
late enough that it was fairly deserted, only a few cars on the streets and the people that passed seemed to 
brush by without actually running into them, almost as if their instincts told them something was there that 
they couldn't see. They huddled around Bruce, studying the map that would lead them to their charge. 


"Right, we're at..." Looking round for a street sign, Bruce squinted, trying to read the language. "Oh fuck, that's 
not English." 


"What is it?" 
Davey elbowed Nicko. "Harry talks so cute now." 
"Shut up Davey." 


Janick, Adrian and Davey all snickered. Nicko rubbed his hands together. "Right! So let's find the same squiggly 


words on the map and take it from there!" 


"Oh, right, Nicko, let's just wander around a strange city, with no fucking clue where we are or where we need 


to go, and maybe this kid will fall at our feet and scream for help? Bloody fucking brilliant!" 

Steve cocked an eyebrow at Bruce. "Rant over?" 

Bruce glared at him. "You got any better ideas?" 

"No, but screaming like a schoolgirl who just saw a bug isn't going to fucking help!" 

"Fine!" Bruce shoved the map into Steve's hand. "You're the leader of the band, you do it!" 

"Fine, | willl" 

Steve looked at the street sign, then the map, back at the street sign, back to the map, back and forth, over 
and over, trying to ignore the pointed sighs and groans from the rest. Finally, with a smug grin, he stabbed his 


finger at a spot on the map. "Here. We're here." 


"Lemme see." 


‘Ow, watch it Jan, that's my foot!" 

"Dammit Davey, move your arse over a bit" 

"Hey! Watch it!" 

"Come on, move over a bit!" 

‘| am moved over, if | move anyone | won't be able to see!" 

"What do you need to see more than once, you already looked!" 

"Fuck! Get your elbow out of my ribs, Ade!" 

"Oh for fuck's sake, knock it off!" 

Bruce's bellow made them all pause. What made them stay paused was the fact that no one had reacted. 
Not the couple that was strolling right by him when he yelled. 

Not the old man who smiled and nodded to the couple before hurrying on his way. 


Not the young, harried mother who was pushing an infant in a stroller and trying to rein in a very active 


toddler that was waiting to cross the street. 

No one even turned their head. 

"They really can't hear us." 

Steve shook his head. "Or see us, Bruce." 

I'm not sure | like this." Davey moved closer to Adrian. 

"Well the faster we get it done, the faster we can go back." 

With renewed determination, they set off, Steve's finger carefully tracing their path on the map. 
"This is it" 


"Are you sure?" 


"Yes, Bruce I'm bloody sure!" 

"Should we go in?" 

"How?" 

Steve shrugged. "Well, if they can't see or hear us then | guess we can just walk through." 

Bruce nodded. "Makes sense." 

Janick whooped, bouncing up the steps. "Me first!" 

Waving, he ran at the door. 

And crashed against it, knocking himself all the way back down the steps to land in a heap at their feet. 
Bruce looked down at the groaning figure. "Well, | would say we aren't incorporeal then 

"Or only partially." Steve started to laugh, Davey sputtering from behind Adrian, Nicko trying hard not to laugh 
and finally giving in, the loud booms making them all cringe. Adrian was snorting as hard as Davey, Bruce 
shaking his head and grinning. 

Janick rolled over onto his back. "That fucking hurt." 

"I bet it did" Reaching down, Bruce offered Janick a hand up. 

"So now what?" 

Steve shook his head, frowning. "Not sure, Ade, but..." 

The door to the house opened and a boy stepped out. 

It was him. Had to be. 


He was about sixteen, long dirty blonde hair, black shirt and jeans, wearing a jacket that was too thin for the 
weather. Pulling it around him he shivered and started down the steps, stopping short when he saw them. 


He saw them. 
You could tell by the way his eyes widened, his jaw falling down toward his chest. 


Bruce felt Steve's hand in the middle of his back, pushing him forward. 


Right, Harry. Now make me the leader. 

Unsure of how to start, Bruce cleared his throat. "Hello, l'm." 

"Bruce Dickinson. Holy fuck! Iron fucking Maiden!" 

Bruce winced. "Right, but can you keep it down a bit?" 

The door opened again, a ragged woman sticking her head out, her face as ravaged by time and the bottle she 
waved at the boy as clothes stuffed in the bottom of a suitcase and forgotten till the end of the tour. "What 
the fuck is wrong with you! Shut up before you have the neighbors out!" 


"But, Mum" 


"Shut up you bloody little bastard! Now fuck off down to the store and get what | told you. And hurry up 
about it!" 


The boy's head dropped, the embarrassed flush climbing up his face. 


Steve stepped forward, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Don't worry on it. | make my kids want to crawl in a 


bloody hole and hide all the time." 
The boys head shot up, his eyes narrowing. "Wait a minute, you don't sound like Steve Harris." 


Steve blushed. "Well, it's me. But we can't talk here, people will be thinking you're a complete nutter. Is there 


someplace quiet we can go?" 


The boy stepped back, eyeing him with distrust. "Wait, you guys aren't really Iron Maiden are you? Who are 
you? What do you want?" 


"Hang on lad, hang on. Give us a chance to explain" Nicko stepped forward, stopping when the boy shook his 
head and backed further away. 


"Look, | don't know who you are but if you don't leave me alone l'm calling the coppers!" 


With that, he sprinted down the sidewalk, throwing several glances over his shoulder as if checking to be sure 
they weren't following him until he turned the corner and disappeared from sight. 


Bruce swore. "That went well." 


Steve sighed. "We just have to keep trying.” 


Davey cleared his throat. "Any ideas on how?" 
Steve shook his head. "Not yet, but I'm not willing to give up." 


Quiet murmurs of agreement came from the others. Deciding to withdraw and regroup, they headed for a 


small park they had passed on the way to the house. 
"Harry, look!" 

"Eddie? What the fuck is he doing here?" 

"We must be in.what city were we playing again?" 


Bruce held up his arms. "Wait! We've got a chance to get him back for all the shit he's done to us over the 


years!" 


Steve didn't look very enthusiastic at Bruce's idea. "He looks pretty bloody miserable, Bruce. He's probably 


worried about us." 

"Oh come on, Harry! How many times do we get to sneak up and scare the life out of him?" 

"He's right, Harry." 

Steve grinned, rubbing a finger along his nose. "Right, so let's have at him." 

Not bothering to be quiet, they sauntered up to the demon and circled round him. Nicko, grinning like the 
proverbial fool, darted in and poked him, Eddie jumping and whipped around, his eyes glowing red. "What the 


fuck?" 


Davey crept up behind him and blew a long breath of air through his hair, making Eddie swat at his head and 


growl. 


Adrian went next, coming in from the side and giving his ear a yank, the demon letting out a roar and swatting 


in his direction as he jumped back, laughing. 
"Whoever the fuck you are | am not in the mood for your games!" 


Janick went right at him, giving his nose a hard tweak and dancing away, snorting with laughter. Eddie turned in 


slow circles, his eyes now fully red. 


Bruce waited until Eddie's back was to him and lunged, giving his arse a hard pinch. Eddie roared, spinning 


around. 


Steve bit his lip. Knowing he'd be in for it if he didn't do something, he stepped forward, closer and closer, 


reaching out to... 


With a shriek that sent them sprinting in all directions, Eddie grabbed Steve and threw him to the ground, 
pouncing on top of him and snarling as he dropped his head, looking for all intents and purposes that he planned 
to tear out his throat. 

"Eddie! Edl Fuck, it's mel" 

Growling, his head only inches from Steve's throat, the demon snapped his teeth, sending a surge of terror 
through him, his hands pushing at the demon's chest. The growl quieted, just a low rumbling in the chest as 


Eddie sniffed, breathing deeply as if smelling the form under him. Steve shifted and the growl escalated into a 
snarl, the teeth snapping again. 


"Eddie!" 


Steve heard Bruce's voice coming back toward them, the panic evident in the words. "Eddie! It's us, fuck Ed 


don't hurt him!" 

Eddie didn't move, his eyes burning into Steve's. 

Like he could see him. 

Steve cursed and smacked the demon in the side of the head. "Get off me! You fucking arsehole!" 


Eddie grinned, his eyes fading to blue. "Gotcha!" Getting to his feet, he reached down and hauled Steve up as 


well, 

Bruce stood open-mouthed, the rest running back to join them. Steve was deadly pale, panting through the fear 
that was still sending surges of adrenaline through his body. "You arse! How could you fucking scare me like 
that?" 

Eddie snorted. "What the hell happened to you? You sound like Bruce!" 

Bruce grinned. "Saint Peter." 

"Fuck how | sound! Dammit Eddie!" Steve stormed off, still shaking. 

Eddie groaned. "Right, maybe | shouldn't have acted like | was going to eat him. And don't think I'm not looking 


for an explanation of where the fuck you guys have been and why the fuck you're not..not..quite human 


anymore!" Stalking after Steve, Eddie suddenly whirled around and stared at Bruce. "Did you say Saint Peter?" 
y g Y Y Y 


Bruce nodded. "Right, we were in Hea..." 

Eddie shrieked, covering his ears. "Don't use that fucking word around me! You want me to curl up and..ugh!" 
Laughing, the other five sat and waited for the demon and Steve to return. 

"Harry! Come on, wait up!" 

"Fuck off, Ed | don't want to talk to you right now!" 

Laughing, Eddie scooped him up, ignoring his shouted protests and carrying him over to a bench and setting 

him down, taking a seat beside him. "Right, I'm sorry. | shouldn't have taken it that far but | couldn't believe 
you thought you could sneak up on me like that. For fuck's sake, you were in plain sight!" 

"We didn't know you could see us!" 

"Why would | not be able to see you? Harry, what's going on? And anyway, fuck you too! You know I've been 
going round thinking you and the rest of that mangy lot were dead for the last few hours? I'm the one who 


should be pissed!" 


Steve glared right back at him. "And you're so bloody happy to see me you act like you're going to tear me 
throat out?" 


‘lam happy to see you." The much softer tone made Steve roll his eyes. "But dammit, you scared me and | 
don't like it. And now, you're here, but you're not. | can see you, touch you," Eddie leaned over and licked 
Steve's face, making him jump and curse, "and | can taste you. You need a shave, Harry." 

"You licked me you bloody freak!" 

| could have licked you somewhere else." 

Steve shook his finger at the leering demon. "Stay away from me you fucking pervert: 

Eddie pressed the back of his hand to his forehead. "You wound me, Harry." 


I'm going to wound yer arse alright" 


"So are you going to tell me what the fuck you are doing here and why there are scores of people trying to 
dig you out of a collapsed building?" 


"Fuck! Our families! Has it..2" 
"All over it." 
Steve groaned, burying his face in his hands. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! Me kids..." 


"Well, it isn't like you could exactly go back to them the way you are. Would make for some interesting 


conversation at Parent's Night." 
"We have to get this done and get back." 
"What done?" 


"Come on, I'll tell you while we go back" Man and demon headed back to join the others, Eddie listening and 
shuddering to find where his friends had been 


"So, he ran off thinking you were a bunch of sick people pretending to be his favorite band is what you're 
telling me, right?" 


Bruce grinned. "That's pretty much the gist, Ea." 


"I think if we just talk to him again, we can convince him we're really who we say we are. And Ed, so help me, 


if you don't stop laughing at the way I'm talking I'm going to kick yer arse." 
"I can't help it! Its so posh until you get to ‘yer’ and ‘meself', then it sounds like you!" 


Janick leaned against Nicko, chortling. "Who would have thought that at near fifty, Harry would learn how to 
talk!" 


"Fuck you, Gers" 
"Well, if | can help you, | will" 

Steve nodded, looking thoughtfully at the demon "Might work If he sees you, then he'll have to believe i's us" 
Nicko raised his hand. ‘Im not sure how they would feel about a demon helping us... 


"So we just won't tell them!" Davey scrambled to his feet. "So, shall we try again?" 


With a chorus of agreements and groans as they levered themselves off the ground, the group heading out of 


the park now numbering seven. 


"So, you got to see part of it?" Eddie nudged Harry, giving him a wink 

"A bit, yeah, we did" 

"And they really gave you a list of all your sins?" Eddie leered at Bruce. "I'm surprised you can carry yours." 
"And damn me if they didn't have everything on it, Ed!" 

"Even the donkey?" 

Bruce stopped dead, his eyes going wide. 

"Bloody hell! Does everyone know about the donkey?" 


Cursing, he stuck his hands in his pockets and stomped off ahead of the howling pack 


Three 


"So how are we going to do this?" 


Eddie rolled his eyes. "| am a demon. | do not need to go through the door. | will simply appear in his room 
and..." 


"You can't do that, Ed! You'll scare him half to death!" 

"Being half dead isn't all that bad, Harry." 

"We're half dead." 

"Are we, Davey?" 

"Well, Ed said we weren't completely human so what else would we be Janick?" 
Adrian groaned and shook his head. "Idiots?" 

"Who are you calling an idiot, Fungus Face?" 

"You, Sweet Cheeks.” 

"Alright, knock it off back there!" 

"And who died and made you the Boss -- and that would be the big 'b' -- Bruce?" 
"Shut up, Janick" 

"Who's going to make me? You and your donkey?" 

Will you all just shut up about the fucking donkey!" 

"Maybe Bruce wanted to be the new Virgin Mary and ride the donkey." 

"Long as he wasn't looking to let the donkey ride him!" 

Bruce turned desperate eyes to Steve. "Do we really need three guitarists?" 
"Hey! We're the three amigos!" 


"You can't get rid of one, the two amigos sounds bloody stupid!" 


"And if you get rid of two, how can one be an amigo?" 


"Hey! | just thought of something! If this works and we get into," Davey grinned at the pained look on Eddie's 


face, "you know where, we can be the three amigo angels!" 

"Christ, after spending my life round you why would | want to spend eternity with you too?" 

Davey's face fell. "Aw, come on H, you don't mean that." 

Janick sniggered. "He has a point, as much as you smile now, you'd look like a fucking Cheshire cat there." 
"Stop it! Stopitstopitstopitstopit!" 

Eddie patted Bruce's shoulder. "Cheer up, Bruce. When this is all over we'll find you a nice donkey and...” 
"Shut up about the fucking donkey already!" 

Unable to resist, Steve turned the most innocent look he could muster on Bruce. "Maybe a goat instead?" 
‘| hate you. | truly hate all of you." 

"Or a sheep?" 


"Nicko! Of all of them | would have thought..." Bruce looked up at the sky. "Why me? Why me? | could have had 


a nice quiet solo career and never had to do this again, but noooooooo. | had to come back." 

Seeing the opportunity to make Bruce even more miserable and get a good laugh out of it as well, the three 
amigos became the three clinging vines, nearly smothering the struggling singer as they draped themselves 
around and over him. 

"We love you!" 

"Davey's right, you're our hero!" 

"Our inspiration" 

"Our reason for living!" 


"The wind beneath our wings!" 


"The sunshine of our lives!" 


"Our little engine that could!" Janick blushed at the odd looks. "What? | have kids, remember? None of you read 
that one to yours?" 


‘Oh for fuck's sake you lot, get off him!" 


With Nicko's help, Steve peeled off guitarists until Bruce was able to squirm free, running and hiding behind a 
very amused Eddie. 


"Oh shut up, you bloody bastard." 

If you three are quite finished annoying Bruce, | have an idea" 

Everyone gathered round Steve to listen. 

Who were they? 

They sure looked like Iron Maiden 

But, Maiden were trapped in that... 

He had wanted to go. He had begged and pleaded until his mum had gotten so pissed that she had slapped him, 
hard enough that his ear had rung funny for hours. And he had tried to find a way to make the money for 
his own ticket. But whatever he had managed to earn, he had ended up having to use to buy something they 
needed. Something important. Like food Or kerosene for the heater. Or her bottle so living with her was at 
least tolerable. 

And now, here he sat wondering if there was ever going to be any more Iron Maiden. 


It was the music that kept him from going insane. 


Maiden, Helloween, Gamma Ray, Edguy, Angra, Motorhead.the list went on, but it always seemed like it was 
Maiden that he turned to when things got really bad. 


And things were the worst they'd been 
He knew they were going to get thrown out. Again, she hadn't paid the rent, instead giving the money that 
came from the government to pay her latest boyfriend's car note. And that money was from his dad. Or for 


his dad. Either way, it wasn't meant to be used to pay for that drunken sot's bills. 


And he could hear them downstairs now. Her shriek of drunken laughter, his slurred order for her to get on 


her knees... 


Honor thy mother and father. 

But who do you honor when your father's dead and your mother's an alcoholic whore? 

"Yourself" 

His head snapped up, breath caught in his chest. "What?" 

The figure gave a dry laugh. "You asked who you honored. You honor yourself.” 

"Who are you? And how did..?" 

"You know who | am." The figure stepped from the shadows, head nearly brushing the ceiling, arms folded over 
a narrow chest. Skin the color of paste, wrinkled and grooved, white hair, intense blue eyes, dressed in a ragged 
t-shit and jeans with scuffed trainers on his feet. 

"Eddie?" 

"Right, Eddie." 

"But you're not..." 

"As real as you are, kid. Now come on. | have some friends that need a word with you." 

He couldn't have given a reason why it seemed perfectly normal to get up and grab his jacket and go with the 


demon. Eddie laughed when he started for the door, instead taking his arm and giving him a wink "Hang on 


tight" 

"Do you think itll work?" 

Steve shrugged. "I don't know, but we have to do something. Its all over the news, Bruce. Our families think..." 
Bruce swore quietly, glancing over to where the guitarists were now working hard on making Nicko’s life 
miserable, their laughter mixed with Nicko's bellowed protests drifting over the grass. "I didn't even think of 
that" 


"| didn't either." 


Before the two could get lost in their thoughts, Eddie was back 


With the boy. 


Who looked as if his eyes were going to pop from his head, his hands clutching Eddie's shirt as a drowning man 
would cling to a rope. Eddie gently disengaged his fingers and helped him to sit. "Well, you certainly did hang on" 


Steve hurried to the boy's side and kneeled. "Are you alright? It can be a bit unnerving at first" 
Managing a nod, he stared at Steve. "How come you aren't dead?" he blurted 

Steve shrugged. “Well, right now we half are. Which is why l'm sounding a bit funny to you" 

"| don't get it” 


Eddie dropped to the grass beside him, crossing his legs and looking for all intents and purposes to be just one 


of the boys. "Well, let's start with your name." 
"Danny." 


The rest joined them, forming a loose circle on the grass. Steve nodded. "Right. Well, I'm Steve, or Harry, and 


Bruce, then Davey, Adrian, Janick and Nicko and of course you've already met Ed" 


After raising several teenagers, Steve recognized the "no shit" look Danny flashed at him. "Yeah, | kind of knew 


that 
"We're here to help you" 

"Help me what?" 

Steve scratched his head. "Well, to be honest, we're not sure” 

Dany gave a much exaggerated roll of his eyes. "Well then how can you help me?" 

Nicko patted his leg. "Look lad, we know things ain't that good at home, and its got to be... 
"You dont know how things are at home!" 

"No, we don't. But we know you aren't happy” 

'She's.she's my mum. | love her. Don't 1?" 


The naked pain in the boy's face struck a chord in all of them. Moving closer, Steve put his arm around 
Danny's shoulders. "You don't have to, but you do. No matter who she is or what she does, she's still yer 


mum. 


‘It's hard" Bruce chewed his lip, staring off at a memory only he could see. "You want to hate them, but you 


can't." 


"I just wish she would be my mum sometimes. It seems like l'm always taking care of her instead of her taking 


care of me." 
"Danny, you've been thinking about running away?" 
Danny's face filled with color. "Not exactly." 


Davey leaned forward, the normal smile replaced by a seriousness rarely seen from the happy blonde. "Danny, 


that's not the answer. IT doesn't fix anything." 

Danny nodded, keeping his head down. Here he was surrounded by men that he looked up to and counted on and 
he was almost bawling like a baby! Sniffing, he tried to wipe his eyes without letting them see, hoping the 
curtain of hair covered his movement. 

It didn't. 


And he knew that as soon as he heard the soft croon from the demon. 


Steve pulled him closer, soothing him as he had so often soothed his own, feeling the scalding wetness of the 


tears which were now flowing freely. 


"She..she tells me all the time that it's my fault my dad is dead, that if | hadn't been a brat who had to get 
sick he would never have been out that night and wouldn't have gotten himself killed when he robbed the 
store. And she says the only way she can look at me is if she's drunk enough to forget. But she never 
forgets!" 


‘Its not your fault, Danny. Things happen, sometimes for reasons we never understand." 

"Janick's right," Adrian scratched his chin and nodded, his eyes a bit unfocused as he thought back to his own 
past, “and when you're a kid, it feels like everything falls down around you and it's damn near impossible to dig 
your way out." 

"Not just when you're a kid, H," Nicko sighed. "Wasn't too long ago | felt the same way.’ 


"You just have to find something that makes you want to dig out, to find a way through it all." 


"Bruce is right. There's something that makes you keep going no matter what is happening around you. For me, 


it was music, and my dream of Maiden" 


Danny nodded against his shoulder. "Its music for me too. But its your music and some other bands’ as well, 


but for me its always Maiden | listen to when things feel so bad that | think it's hopeless." 
"And that'll always be there." 
Danny shook his head at Steve's words. "No it won't. Eventually you'll stop." 


Steve chuckled "Well, we're not getting any younger so yeah, at some point it will. But it doesn't mean you 
won't always have Maiden to listen to. Its not like you only listen to new stuff, y'know?" 


"And of course you can always throw in the brilliant solo work." 


Danny managed a laugh at the chorus of groans from the rest of the band. "It is pretty good. Not as good as 
Maiden, but it doesn't suck." 


"Doesn't suck?" Bruce pulled himself up, crossing his arms and trying to look fierce. 
Janick elbowed Davey and grinned. "Or should you say it doesn't suck donkey dick?" 


"Janick" Steve started to laugh, giving Danny a nudge. "See? We're not too old yet to still have fun, and that's 


what Maiden is all about. So we're not going anywhere yet, we'll still be there when you need us." 
"Why do you care?" 
Eddie snorted. "You really have to ask? It's always been about the fans, Danny. It's why Maiden goes on." 


Danny didn't lift his head from Steve's shoulder, but he did turn his head to look at them. "But why me? There 


are lots of fans who need you more than | do. Why aren't you scaring the shit.er.crap out of them?" 
Steve shrugged. "Because we were told you were the one that needed us the most" 

"By who?" 

Steve grinned "Well, that's quite a story in itself" 


The sun was well up by the time the story had been told and Danny had left with Eddie to return home, 
wanting to be there if his mum went looking. He had agreed to meet them back at the same spot later to 
finish talking about things, as his head was feeling a bit stuffed from all the information that had been thrown 


at him in such a short period of time. 


Meanwhile the city was coming to life around them, people bustling past on their way to or from somewhere, 


none the wiser that the members of the band that rescuers were still frantically trying to reach were sitting 
on the grass trying to plan their next move. 


"So, do you think we made a difference?" 


Steve sighed and ripped several blades of grass, throwing them away in disgust. "I don't know what bloody 


difference we're supposed to make!" 


"You're already making it" Eddie sat down beside them, laughing at the antics of the other four. "Do they 


realize people are seeing those swings moving by themselves?" 

Bruce snorted. "That's why they're doing it 

"Forget about that, what do you mean?" 

"His mother was up when we got back. | nearly entered with her in the room." 
"Fuck. What happened?" 


"| managed to land us in the hall and he walked into his room. She turned round and tore into him. Where had 


he been, out running the streets, worthless, good for nothing..." 

Steve snarled, Bruce cursing quietly. 

Eddie shook his head. "Then she went to hit him. | had to stop myself from going in, but | waited" 
"What did he do?" 

Bruce and Steve were holding their breath, waiting for the demon to answer. 


Eddie grinned. "He caught her hand and said | love you mum, but never again." 


Four 
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"| want to do more than what we are doing." 

"| do too, Bruce, but like what?" 

"| don't know, Harry." 

Eddie shook his head. "You can't save the world. You do what you do and hope it helps.’ 

"Maybe if we give him...” 

"Harry," Eddie spoke quietly, but his words were firm, "you can't do that. You can try to get him to do for 
himself, but you can't hand him everything. He's already getting a lot from you and what you need to do is 
make him see how to use what you've giving.” 


"Oh bloody hell, now Ed's getting all philosophical." 


"Hey guys!" Danny ran toward them, waving at the loons on the swings. Throwing himself down in the grass, he 


grinned. 
"Ed told us..." 


"No! It was great! After he left we got into a blazing row. | got so mad | left and went for a walk. And while | 
was walking | found this little shop that had all these guitars and stuff in the windows. Hey guys!" Danny 
greeted the others that had come over to join them. "So, anyway, | went in and met the man who owns the 
place. He's kind of old, and he likes to take naps and all so he usually shuts the shop down early and then if he 


feels up to it, reopens it later." 


"Slow down, yer talking so fast we're only getting half the words!" Steve gave Danny a playful push, sending 


him rolling over in the grass. 


"Right! So, anyway, | was talking to him and was looking at this beaut of a guitar. Its a Gibson V," a chorus of 
groans from the three amigos greeting his remark, “and he told me | can buy it from him a bit at a time." 
Rolling over onto his stomach, Danny propped his chin on his hands, his eyes as happy as the grin that covered 
his face. "If | agree to work in the shop and | agree to pay a bit on it from my pay each week!" 


"See? And if you hadnt had the row you would have never known about the shop!" 
"A Gibson V?" 

"Why a V2" 

"Didn't he have anything else?" 

Dany hooted. "I knew you'd say that" 

"So, when do you start?" 


"Tomorrow. | have to tell Mum about it though and I'm not sure how she'll take it. | won't be there to help her 
most of the day, so...” 


"Danny," Steve touched his arm, his smile just a bit sad, "sometimes you have to do things you don't want. And 


she'll have to do this for you." 
"Right. | do." Danny nodded firmly. "So I'm going to go tell her. Meet you back here in a bit?" 
Steve shrugged. "Here's as good as any. But remember, you're the only one who can see us, so be careful." 


Danny jumped to his feet. “Everyone will just think I'm a nutter! And that's cool with me to have you all to 


myself!" waving, he ran off. 

"Harry... 

"I know Bruce, | know. It can't be that easy." 

"How long has he been gone?" 

"All fucking day." Glancing up at the darkening sky, Steve sighed. "I was worried, now l'm panicked." 
‘lm going to check on him." Eddie rose, looking round the circle. "How much time do you have left?" 
"We had thirty six hours, so we're good till morning.’ 

"Right. I'll be back as soon as | can" 


"Ed!" Steve turned worried eyes up to him. "Be careful." 


"Always, Harry, always." 

With that, the demon vanished. 

"What do you think is happening?" 

Steve shrugged. "We could guess all night, but it wouldn't get us anywhere. Ed will be back soon" 

There didn't seem to be much more to say so they waited. Eventually, the silence became so overwhelming 
that Bruce started to talk of his own past, of his parents and his struggles to come to terms with his own 
life. Then it was Adrian, and on around until they all found themselves sharing parts of their lives that 
brought out the deepest corners of their souls, their dreams and their fears, both of the past and the 
future. Stories of determination that the same mistakes not be made, stories of love that carried on through 
generations and the hardest of times, tales of loss and of pain, tales of joy and of forgiving. 

And through it all they waited for the demon to return. 

Steve eased away from the group, getting to his feet and wandering toward the street, standing and staring 
out at the deserted asphalt, the darkened homes, the silence of a city in the dead of night. He heard Bruce 
approach, the hand on his shoulder providing more comfort than he even knew he needed. 

“Something's gone wrong.” 

"I know. Ed would have been back by now." 

"What do you think..?" 

"| don't know. And l'm not sure | want to." 

tll be alright, Harry." 

"Will it Bruce?" turning to face him, Steve's smile was bittersweet. "Will it?" 

"| hope so." 

Standing together, they waited. 


"Gentlemen." 


Steve shook his head violently. "Not yet! We can't go yet!" 


Fred nodded. "I'm sorry Mr. Harris, but you're out of time." 
"You said..!" 


"I know, but they've moved faster than we thought. You will be found within the hour so | must take you back. 
If | don't, it will be too late." 


Davey swallowed hard. "And we'd be..2" 

"Dead, Mr. Murray. We must leave now." 

"No! I'm not fucking leaving until." 

The park faded, being replaced by the stark white that had signaled the beginning of this. Steve found himself 


alone, the rest nowhere to be seen, walking down what appeared to be an endless corridor of smooth white tile 


all around, no breaks or cracks to temper the blinding brightness. 

"Steve!" 

Spinning round, Steve let out a sigh of relief. "Danny!" 

Danny ran up to him, laughing. "I thought | wasn't going to get to tell you goodbye!" 
"Cor, me too. | fought..." 

"Hey! Now it sounds like you!" 

Steve laughed. "It bleedin’ well does don't it?" 

Danny dropped his eyes, stuffing his hands in his pockets. "| wanted to say thanks." 
"Fanks? Fer wot?" 

"For what you did" 

Steve snorted. "I don't fink we did anyfing." 


Danny nodded. "You did. Way more than you know." Turning his head, Danny rolled his eyes. "I have to go. But Ill 


see you again" 
Steve frowned. "I ‘ope so." 


Danny laughed, surprised Steve by giving him a quick, hard hug. "I know sol" backing away, he raised his fist. 


"Up the Irons!" 

Steve watched him as he seemed to fade into the light 

"Harry? Come on Harry, open your eyes” 

"We know you're in there, you've been talking for the last hour, come on, mate. 
"Harris, if you don't open those fucking eyes, | swear MI." 

"Wot are you gonna do, Bruce?" 

"Harry! 

Steve winced. "Cor, keep it down, I've got a fuckin’ ‘eadache you wouldn't belief" 
"| bet you do. 

Steve looked around, frowning at the strange room. "Where am I?" 

"In hospital. You dont remember?" 

Steve nodded, wincing when the motion made his head pound. "Roof Fred Bludi angels. Danny" 


The other five exchanged worried looks. Bruce nodded slowly at him. "Right. The roof. But the rest..? What are 
you talking about?" 


"Maybe we'd better let Bruce talk to him." Nicko ushered the rest out the door, leaving the two alone. Bruce 
sat on the edge of the bed, shaking his head as he looked down at Steve. 


"We thought you weren't coming back." 
"You were wif me!" 


"No, Harry, we weren't. We were fine. They had us out within an hour or two. You were trapped under the 


amps as well. It took more than ten hours to get you out, and ever since then you've been out of it" 
"Wot?" Steve pushed himself into a sitting position, waving off Bruce's concern. “But..we were all there." 


"Where?" 


Steve sighed. "It must ‘ave been a dream." 
Bruce grinned. "Must have." 
"So when can | get out of ‘ere?" 


Bruce snorted. "Now there's the Harry we know and lovel I'll have the doctor come and tell you all that. Now 


get some rest." Bruce stood to leave, stopping when Steve called his name. 
"Bruce! Wot about me family?" 


"They know you're going to be fine. And l'm sure the boys have been on the phone to them, but I'll give them 
a ring myself. I'll tell them you'll phone later." 


Steve sank back down in the bed, suddenly very tired. "Fanks, Bruce, for effryfing.” 

Bruce bit his lip, watching as Steve's eyes drifted shut. "You're welcome, Harry." 

"lim fine! | don't need a bludi wheelchair!" 

"Just shut up and ride, Harris." 

As much as he protested, Steve was actually glad of the ride by the time the reached the limo. It took 
everything he had to climb into from the chair to the car, sinking into the plush leather with a sigh. Bruce 
climbed in beside him, settling back and giving him a grin. "Ready to go home?" 


"Yeah, but | still fink | could ‘ave finished the tour." 


Bruce rolled his eyes. "Right. Just shut up and read the paper or something. Catch up on your beloved West 


Ham. 
Steve grinned. "Right! I've missed a match or two." 

Opening the paper, the first thing he saw was a picture of the building that had housed the concert, the roof 
partially standing, the rest a jumble of wood and steel laying on the arena floor. Shuddering, he looked at the 


rest of the pictures, noticing the story was continued further back in the paper. Turning to that page, he 
skimmed over more pictures until a tiny blurb at the bottom caught his eye. 


Fatal Fire Cause Linked to Heater 


Susan Dennis and her sixteen year old son Daniel died when a kerosene heater was tipped over and started a blaze 
in ther... 


Steve could vaguely hear Bruce's voice through the roaring in his ears. 
heroic efforts of her son when he reentered the buildng.. 

"Harry! Harry!" 

„found with her in his arms, as if trying to protect her from the deadly flames.. 


Steve threw the paper, covering his face with his hands and groaning. Bruce gripped his shoulder, his face pale. 


"Harry! Are you alright?" 

Steve slowly lifted his head, his eyes full of tears. "I guess sometimes Heaven cant wait 
"What?" 

Steve shook his head. "Not now. HI tell you sometime, but not now." 


Bruce settled back in the seat, still watching him intently. Steve didn't say anything until they were turning into 
the airport. 


He cleared his throat before turning to Bruce, a wicked glint in his eye. 
"Bruce?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What's this I've ‘eard about you and a donkey?" 

"How in the fuck..2" 


Steve grinned. "Fucking pervert." 


